MY   AFRICAN   NEIGHBOURS

simple questions as what the Prophet's name was, or his
wife's, or why they face the east when they pray. Well, I
happened to ask one of these ostentatiously devoted and
practising Moslems if he knew the name of the 'Mtume'
(Prophet), and he replied without a moment's hesitation,
and with the triumphant air of the man who is proving to
you that he is not the Ignorant fellow you take him to be,
* Harry!' He was confounding the founder of Nyasaland
with the founder of Islam.

On another occasion a zealous young Mohammedan
asked me if the Prophet was the Son of God. I denied this
and tried to explain. He reflected for a while and then
exclaimed: cAh! "sowa sowa" (ail the same), office-boy!'

Most natives, when asked whether they would like to
change places with Europeans, emphatically declare that
they would object to it very much.

The Negro's reticence as to his inmost thoughts is so
Intense that it is very difficult to form any opinion at all as
to the inner workings of his mind, but on rare occasions
some accidental remark may, like lightning at night, expose
in a passing flash surprising vistas, which leave one won-
dering what may lie hidden beyond.

Once, when I was standing on a height commanding a
splendid view, a Yao who was with me said: ;If you
pitched your tent here we should all start singing every time
we looked at the country. Would not that please you?' On
another occasion, on a misty morning, he said: 'We are
fools to-day, because we cannot see the sun!'

And when, on another day, I asked him why, on certain
mornings, he did nothing but chatter and sing, and on
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